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Dear mouse friends, 
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Geronimo Stilton Thea Stilton 

A learned and brainy Geronimo’s sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 

The Rodent’s Gazette The Rodent’s Gazette 





Trap Stilton Benjamin Stilton 
An awful joker; A sweet and loving 
Geronimo’s cousin and nine-year-old mouse; 
owner of the store Geronimo’s favorite 
Cheap Junk for Less nephew 
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My NAME Is 
(GERONIMOOOOOOO! 


Hello, dear rodent friends! Allow me to 
introduce myself. My name is Stiltoooooon! 
Geronimooo0o00000 Stiltooooo0000000n! 
I’m so sorry to introduce myself in such a 
rude way. I’m usually a calm and peaceful 
rodent with a calm and peaceful desk 


eeceeelply 





My NAME Is 





S32 GERONIMOOOOOOO! 


job ina calm and peaceful office in New 
Mouse City, the capital of Mouse Island. 
You’re probably wondering why such a 
calm and Peaceful mouse is holding 
on for dear life as his all- 


terrain vehicle zooms through a Brazilian 
rain forest. Actually, I’m asking myself 
the same thing! For the love of all things 


, what am I| doing? 





My NAME Is Sep GERONIMOOOOOOO! 


The rain forest is full of DANGEROUS 
animals — I’m surrounded by untamed 
natype! What was! thinking? As you might 
have guessed, I’m in the middle of another 
one of my in credible adventures. 


It started On P 
any Othep n CVa 
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HELLO FROM BRAZIL! 


It was a peaceful evening and I was 
relaxing at home. I was sprawled out on my 
favorite PaWChAaif? next to the fireplace, 
sipping a cup of #4°0)J chocolate. I put on 
my cozy slippers and the new yeliow 
robe my aunt Sweetfur had given me. I was 
listening to c4/zssica/ music and checking 
my email on the COMPUTER. Suddenly, 
a new message popped up on the screen! 
Who could it be from? 

When I opened the email, a photo of 
a tropical ai FOrest appeared. In the 
picture, I saw a ferocious-looking Smale, 
an allig atar, and a hungry-looking 
PUBMED ... yikes! 
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HELLO From 2, BRAZIL! 


How scary! There was a message 
attached to the photo: 


Hello from Brazil! 

Are you ready, Cheesehead? Is your will up-to-date? | hope 
so, because you might not survive your next adventure with 
me... ha, ha, ha! Pack your bags! I’m picking you up in a 
nanosecond. 

Adventurously yours, 

Bruce Hyena 





HELLO FRoM 2, BRAZIL! 


A second later, the doorbell Tang. 

DING DONG! DING DONG! 

I JUMPED out of my chair, choking 
on my hot chocolate. In the process, | 
spilled the hot chocolate everywhere, 
staining my new robe. If that wasn’t 
enough, my eyeglasses SLIPPED OFF my 
snout. For the love of cheese, I couldn’t 
see a thing! 

I heard a voice on the other side of the 
door shout, “Geronimooooooo! Are you 
ready, Cheesebrain?” 

1 STAGGERED toward the door, stumbling 
around in a total fof. Then I tripped 
on the rug, did a triple somersault, and 
landed headfirst in my bitthe ped fish 
Hannibal’s glass bowl. 


HOW) | ENDED) UP IN 
soe. BOWE! 













| jumped out of the chair 
and choked on the hot 
chocolate... 


. I spilled it 
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toward the door, 
stumbling around 
in a total fog... 
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headfirst in 
Hannibal’s 
bowl. 
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on the rug and 
did a triple 
somersault... 








ARE You READY, 
CHEESEHEAD ? 


The door BUFSE open, and someone 
almost ran me over. 

,_ Are you ready, Cheesehead?” the mouse 
shouted at me. 

I wanted to ask, “Ready for what?” but 
instead it came out as “GLUB!” 

Someone grabbed the bowl, and I heard 
him say, “You really are a Cheesehead, 
Geronimo!” 

The mouse pulled the bowl off my 
head and I spit out the WATECYL. Then | 
stumbled around looking for my spare pair 
of glasses. After I found them, | QUICKLY 
checked to see if Hannibal was okay. 

When I was sure my little Fish was 
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CHEESEHEAD ? 





Are You Reapy, \& 


swimming happily in his bowl again, I turned 
to see who had caused the trouble. A 
mouse as MASSHVE as a wardrobe and as 
muscular as a bodybuilder stood in front 
of me. He was GRINNING like a rodent 
who had just heard the funniest joke! He 
wore WIIRRORLD sunglasses, but I 
recognized him immediately. It was my friend 
BRUCE HYENA! Do you know him? He’s 
the most AdventuUPOUS mouse on Mouse 
Island. There’s even an entire page in the 
Encyclopedia of Adventure dedicated 





to him! TE Glub! 





THE ENCYCLOPEDIA 
OF ADVENTURE 






NAME: Brice Pye EAC 

NICKNAME: Hyena 

FAVORITE FOOD: Pizza 
~ WHAT HE LOVES BEST: 2501 a ee = 
WHAT HE BELIEVES: That every rodent should | 
follow his dreams! 
HIS DREAM: That one day, t there v will bel = peace i inthe _ 
world! | | 
HIS FEARS: Absolutely nothing at all! | 
HIS CHARACTERISTICS: He always survives, 
~wherever and whenever! oe 
HIS STRENGTH: Leading a group on 
an adventure. | 
HIS WEAKNESS: He's secretly a, 


mushy sentimentalist. And he has a 
big crush on Thea Stilton! 


HIS FAVORITE SPORT: 
He loves every sport, but he 
especially enjoys parachuting, 
triathlons, and other extreme sports. 


OTHER INTERESTS: He reads 
poetry! 



































CHEESEHEAD ? 





Are You Reapy, \ 


Bruce smiled brighTly . “Hey, Cheese 
Puff, are you ready?” he asked. 

“Huh? R-ready for what?” I STAMMERED. 

“There’s no time to explain !” Bruce said 
hurriedly. “You'll figure it out eventually! 
Now, enough talk . . . let’s get busy!” 

As quick as lightning, he turned to 
my computer, clicked on the email icon, 
typed in my PaSSword (How did he 
know it? That’s supposed to be TOP 
SECRET), and went into my inbox! 
He pointed to the message with the photo 
of the SAIRE, the PURHMUN, and the 
alligator. 

“Did you see this Email” he asked. 
“Are you ready?” 

“I don’t know what I’m supposed to be 
ready for!” I exclaimed in frustration. 
“And how did you get into my B&R ile 


LS 


Are You Reapy, \& CHEESEHEAD? 





“Easy, cheesy,” Bruce said witha chuckle. “I 
know your PASSWORD, Cheesehead!” 
“But that’s supposed to be TOP SECRET: 


I practically shouted. 

He waved his cell phone under my snout. 

“The other day, I accidentally — ahem, 
well, almost accidentally — FILMED you 
as you were typing the password. So now 
I know it! Your password is ‘chetse: 
Sorry to say it, Cheesehead, but that’s an 
EXTREMELY EASY one. You really should 
choose something a bit more DiFFICULE. 
Don’t you know anything about Internet 
SECURITY 2” 

“But | —” I started to reply, but Bruce cut 
me off. 

“No time for chitchat!” he said as he 
logged in to my personal Movsebook 
page (using my secret password AGKIN!). Fé 
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ARE You Reapy, (& CHEESEHEAD? 





typed F URIOUSLY for a few seconds, 
and when I looked at the screen, he had 
DELETED everything I had ever posted! 
“You erased EVERYTHING 2” I exclaimed. 
I was so exasperated and (AIPSEL that 
I passed out from the shock. 
rs che ent me Rea, 4 penihc 








THE Most AWESOME 
MOuSE EVER! 


I came to because someone threw a pail of 
CO! d water on my snout. | opened my eyes 
and saw him again. It wasn’t a NIGHTMARE. 
Bruce was still standing in the middle of my 
living room. 

“Aren’t you going to thank me?” he 
asked. “Aren’t you happy | MELE | EW 
your Mousebook page? I did it for your own 
good, Cheesehead!” 

“My own good?” I asked, PERPLEXED. 

“Don’t look at me like that, Cheesehead!” 
Bruce said. “Your Mousebook page 
was BORING! All of your photos show a 
mouse in elegant jackets with starched 
shirts and SU U(FUY ties. 
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THe Most AWESOME =~/ Mouse Ever! 





“You’re always sitting in a BORING 
office, and you only post about BORING 
things like books and antique cheese rinds. 
BORING! It was like any other Mousebook 


page.” 
“But | —” I began to protest, but Bruce 
cut me off again! 


“Don’t worry, Cheesehead!” he said with 
a WLLD smile. “I have the solution! I’m 
going to replace your BORING old photos 
with some incredible action shots. Your 
Mousebook page will be AWESOME instead 
of BORING, and you'll be the most 
AWESOME MOUSE EVEL!” 

“But I am a BORING mouse!” | exclaimed. 
“We’ve known each other for such a long 
time, Bruce. You already know I’m a boring 
intellectual! I’m a shy rodent who loves 
a quiet life! I’m not VEIRY adventurous, 
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\ 
@ very Normaaa® 
Awesome and adventyr eusl 





THe Most AWESOME =~/ Mouse Ever! 





or VERY awesome, or even a liTTle 
bb?T awesome! I’m just a shy, VERY 
frightened mouse!” 

Bruce slapped his paw on my shoulder so 
hard I winced. 

“Don’t worry, Cheesehead, I'll take care 
of that,” he said. “You'll see. Soon your 
Mousebook page will be full of 
EXTREMELY adventurous photos!” 

Then he grabbed the phone. 

“Hi, is that you?” he asked. “Yeah, it’s me. 
She's there, too? Is everything Peady? 
Great! He’s set to be picked up! What are you 
talking about? He’s not going to refuse. HA, 
HA, HA! | just crased his Mousebook page 
and I’m holding all his archived EMAILS 
hostage. Keep the helicopter’s motor warm, 
the snakes’ antivenom cold, and prepare his 
last will and testament! In other words, 
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keep everything ready! See 
you later!” 

He hung up and $MILED 
at me. 

“Know who I was talking 
to? It was —” 

An extremely LOWD 
noise, like a helicopter 
FZ¥IAES over my house, 
drowned out his words. 
In fact, it actually was a 
helicopter! An instant 
later, someone opened a 
trapdoor in the attic 
(which I didn’t even know 
existed!) and came down a 


HOPE! 


A rodent with a bright 


THe Most AWESOME / Mouse Ever! 





smile and magnetic Jade-green 
eyes landed in front of me with an agile 
leap. 

I recognized him immediately. It was 
Wrld Willte, also known as WW! What 
was he doing in my living room? I didn’t have 
time to answer my own question because 
another rodent with an even brighter smile 
and penetrating eyes as black as coal landed 
with a GRACEFUL jump at his side. It 
was his cousin Maya! I barely knew her. 

‘What was happening? 

Bruce greeted them with VIGOROUS 
handshakes. 

“Take lots of PHOTOS and make sure there 
are lots of NWWENTURES, okay?” he told them. 
“Snakes, alligators, spiders, and, as long 
as you’re there, SCO”/PiONS, too. They 
always make fora GOOD SHOW!” 
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“You can count on it!” 
Wild Willie answered as 
he gave Bruce one of his 
super-intense LOOKS : 
“Don’t | . By the 
time he gets back, this 

will have the most 
ADVENTUROUS photos 
on MOWS6VOOR! They'll 
be photos that wall make 
"every mouse W ily 
| jealous — well, if he comes 
back , that is!” 


Before I could squeak 





a response, Wild Willie, 
Maya, and Bruce tied my 
J belt to a Strange 
contraption, and in an 
instant, I was pulled up 


THe Most AWESOME =/ Mouse Ever! 





into the air like a bag of cheese puffs. 

Zuuuuuuup! 

| 2ipee@ out through the attic window, 
OVveP my roof, and up to a helicopter. 

As Iwas hoisted aboard, Bruce §H9UTED 
to me from below. 

“You'll see, Chessthead, you'll have 
lots of fun! A trip in the most ADVENTUROUS 
country in the world awaits: You’re going to 
BRAZIL! And you'll come back with the 
most amazing photos ever!” 

“Wh-why aren’t you coming with us?” | 
shouted back with a stammer. 

“I can’t!” he replied ina BOOMING 
voice. “I’m competing in the Parachuting 
World Championship. Wild Willie and Maya 
will take care of you. RELAX! You’re in 
good hands. And remember, Cheesehead: 
When they take your picture, gmile!” 
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DESTINATION: 
ADVENTURE! 


The helicopter WHIRLED toward the 
airport at AWAA#FF speed. We boarded a 
LARGE plane headed nonstop to Brazil. 

It was a VEFY LONG trip. You probably 
know Brazil is located in South America, 
but you probably don’t know how far it 
is from New Mouse City. Let me tell you, it’s 
really, really far: 

Wild Willie sat on my right, and Maya 
was on my left. As the plane took off, Wild 
Willie opened a tOUPiISt guide to Brazil 
and began to read. 

“Hey, rookie,” he said, “Did you know 
that Brasilia, Brazil’s capital, is very 
[NODERN? It didn’t even exist before 
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DESTINATION: ke ADVENTURE! 


1956, when it was built. And it officially 
became the capital of Brazil in 1960. If 
you look down on the city from above, it’s 
shaped like an IR PLUG!” 

I tried to make an INTELLIGENT remark, 
but Wild Willie continued without pausing, 
“You know, rookie, in just a few days Rio 


de Janeiro will host the most famouse 


CA RNIV U4. J,, in the entire world.” 


ven 
pe Cure, 
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Location: South America 

Capital: Brasilia 

Area: Brazil covers 3,287,612 square miles. 
Population: More than 196 million people 
Official Language: Portuguese 


Characteristics: Brazil is the home of many natural wonders, 
such as the Amazon rain forest, which makes up more than half 
of the world’s remaining rain forests. 





DESTINATION: >| ADVENTURE! 


“That’s awesome!” Maya exclaimed. 
“It’s impossible to get bered in Brazil! 
The country is rich in man-made and 
natura} wonders: We'll tour the Iguazu 
Falls, the Amazon rain forest, and 






even the Pantanal! That’s 
a tropical wetland that 
hosts lots of different plants 


: pitsche 
and animals. There are  yysceline aa 
Bridge in se 











snakes, spiders, alligators, 
and even piranhas!” 

“Snakes? Spiders? Alligators? 
Piranhas?” I asked. I was 
beginning to PANIC. «1 
want to go HOOOOOOOME - 

Wild Willie pretended he 
hadn’t heard me. 

“Rookie, did you know that 
Brazil is full of fazendas, or 


Jabiru bird 


ee | 


DESTINATION: ke ADVENTURE! 


farms, where livestock are raised and 
GOoGeNhWUr TREES, Bananas, 
papayas, PrneaPPLes, | lili 
GUINEE. and CTW fut are grown? 
We'll visit my friends Joao and Ana’s fazenda. 
Excited yet?” 

All those facts were making my head SPin. 

After a while, Wild Willie and Maya’s 
voices started to F ADE, and my eyelids 
became heavier andheavier. 

But Wild Willie continued Chattering 
in my ear. 

“Rookie, did you know there are LOTS of 
indigenous people living in Brazil, including 
my friends the BoOrporo He went on 
and on. 

Maya, on the other hand, was trying to 
TEACH me Portuguese, the language 


spoken in Brazil. 
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DESTINATION: ke ADVENTURE! 


But I wasn’t listening anymore. I closed 
my EYES and was lulled to SLEEP by 


the drone of the plane’s motor. 
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| Don’t UNDERSTAND 
ANYTHING! 


I was awakened by a female mouse’s voice 
speaking an unfamiliar language. 

“Bem-vindo ao Brasil, senhor!”* 

It was the flight attendant. When she 
realized I didn’t understand, she used 
hand gestures to tell me I had to JEG OFF 
the plane. 







—— Bem-vindo 
rf ao Brasil! 


sy 
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Voy 
> 
heap Ta 
g vA 
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‘@ 


* “Bem-vindo ao Brasil, senhor!” means “Welcome 
to Brazil, sir!” 





I Don’t UNDERSTAND gg ANYTHING! 


We had landed in Brazil! I looked 
av°Owrnd me and realized I was alone. 
“Wild Willie! Maya!” 1 SHOUTED, 
panicking. “Where are you?” 

I wanted to ask the flight attendant if she 
had seen them leave, but I didn’t know the 
language! 

Why, why, oh why hadn’t J learned 
Portuguese? 

Maya had tried to teach it to me during 
the flight, but I had fallen asleep like a fool! 

Why, why, on why hadn’t I] forced 
myself to stay awake? 

The flight attendant kept StaPrING at me, 
so I got off the plane. I went out into the 
IR PO RY and looked around, hoping to 
find Maya and Wild Willie in the crowd. 

Where had they gone? 

I couldn’t find them anywhere. The airport 
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1. International airport 7. National theater 


2. Zoo 8. Cathedral 

3. Stadium 9. Itamaraty Palace 

4, Meteorological observatory 10. National Congress 
5. Hospital 11. Alvorada Palace 

6. TV tower 12. University of Brasilia 


Brasilia replaced Rio de Janeiro as the capital of Brazil in 1960. 
The new capital city was built on a massive plateau in the State of 
Goias, which is located in the center of the country. The Brazilian 
architect Lucio Costa designed Brasilia in the shape of an airplane 
to signify the city’s readiness to fly into the future. Every area in 
the city has a particular function. For example, the city’s major 
monuments, attractions, and government buildings are located 
within the body of the airplane, while stores and homes are found 
in the wings. The Brazilian capital is the only UNESCO World 
Heritage Site city built in the twentieth century. 





D2) ANYTHING! 





I Don’T UNDERSTAND 


security guard kept staring at me, so I left 
the airport and started to walk. I walked 
and walked. Holey cheese! There 
was so much to see. Brasilia was a truly 
MIAIIRYEMIDUSE city: 

I began to search for Wild Willie and Maya 
in all the public PavkS, SEYECEC+LS, and 
Tourist attractions in Brasilia. 
I walked through the city far ,¢«= 
and wide until my paws were so re, 
tired and HOT they ‘stated 
to amore! In a final desperate 
move, I even climbed a very tall 
television tower, though I have a fear of 
HEIGHTGC. But they weren’t there, either! 

With my tail between my legs, I came 
down the tower feeling DOJECEED and sad. 
I was a Homely mouse in an unfamiliar 





% 


city. What was I going to do? Suddenly, my 
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I Don’t UNDERSTAND ef) ANYTHING! 


heart J UM PED. Through the crowd, I 
thought I saw a rodent wearing a wide- 
brimmed hat. Holey cheese, it looked 
just like Wild Willie’s hat: I tried to catch 
up to the rodent, but I slipped on the 
WET’ sidewalk. 

I SLID the entire length of the sidewalk, 
did a triple somersay lt through the air, 
and fell to the ground with a loud 6AUEL. 

An ambulance took me to the hespital. 
I tried to explain what had happened, but 


no one could UNderstand me, and I 
poor 








I Don’t UNDERSTAND (gga. ANYTHING! 


couldn’t UNderscand them, either! 

Why, why, oh why hadn’t J learned 
Portuguese? 

After my trip to the hospital, there was 
one thing I did understand, though. I had 
sprained a paw. (It was very, very PAINFUL!) 

I also was beginning to understand that | 
probably wasn’t going to find my friends 
in Brasilia. | remembered they had talked 
about RIG DE JAMLIRG. Maybe that’s 
where they had HEADED.... 








CARNIVAL IN Rio! 


I bought a plane TICKET and took the first 
flight to Rio de Janeiro. While I was in line 
to board the plane, I had the sensation 
that I was being followed. How add! 

A surprise awaited me in Rio. The 
Carnival had begun! As soon as I got 
off the plane, I was overwhelmed by a 
jubilant crowd singing and dancing the 





CARNIVAL IN Rio! 





samba as they followed very ®right and 
Cheerful floats moving slowly down 
the streets. 

I tried to get away from the crowds, but 
it was impossible. The dancing rodents 
DRAGGED me into the thick of things like a 
rushing river! At one point, I again had the 
Sensacion that I was being followed. In 
fact, | was positive I felt someone tug my 
JACKE: But when I turned around quickly, 
I didn’t see anything suspicious. 









CARNIVAL IN Rio! 
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After hours and hours in that throng 
of rodents, I saw a SIGN) for a hotel. | 
hurried in and tried to get a room for the 
night. But no one could UNDERGTAND me, 
and I didn’t UNDER§TAND anything, either. 

Why, why, oh why hadn’t J learned 
Portuguese? 

I was finally able to communicate with 
gestures. 

The following morning I went down to 
the hotel lobby to {@@y for my room. But 
when I reached for my credit card, I almost 
had a heart attack. My wallet 
= was no longer in my pocket! 
The hotel manager 
was very ANNOYED. He 
erabbed me by the ear 
and said something to 
me in Portuguese. Even 
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CARNIVAL i IN Rio! 


though I didn’t UNDERSTAND the language, 
I could tell he meant something like: “You 
wanted to have a vacation for free, 
huh? Dream on! You're going to pay 
every cent you owe, penny by penny!” 
The hotel manager passed me over to the 
COOK. The cook didn’t as any words 
to communicate . . . he 
the sinkful of ditty : ies 
and washed and washed fo Hi entire day. 
But that wasn’t all. I had to unload the 
LUGGAGE and make all the BAGS! By 
nightfall, | thought I had 
paid off my debt. But the _Y 
BEST was yet to come. = 
With a big kick under 
my tail, the cook 





sent me back to the 
kitchen. He turned 
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CARNIVAL ns IN Rio! 


Sams, , 









on some lively music 
and began showing me the 
ie steps to the samba. 
“Um e dois! Um e dots! 
Um e dois!” The cook counted 
in Portuguese. 
He made me WIGGLE and 
§waJ over and over again. 





J 
NN 


aa? 
x 
oo” 


a 





I couldn’t figure out why 
he wanted me to learn the 
samba, but I tried my 
best. Too bad I don’t have 
a sense of RAYTHM: As 
far as the WIGGLE and 


§waY was concerned, no 
matter how hard I tried, I 
just couldn’t do it. When 
it comes to dancing, I have 


two left paws! 
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CARNIVAL i IN Rio! 


After what seemed like an eternity, the 
cook dragged me out of the hotel. A HUGE 
Carnival float was waiting. 

Finally, I understood why the cook had 
taught me to samba. I was going to have 
to ride on the float through one of the 
Carnival parades, dancing the samba 
the entire time! The cook urged me to get 
onto the float. 

What else Could J do? 

So I climbed on board, and the float began 
to move into the crowded streets. I danced 
the samba as well as I could, but I was 
still really, really TERRIBLE. 

How embarrassing! 

The crowd seemed to enjoy my dancing, 
though, because they threw Cand at me as 
a tip. What good luck! Maybe now I could pay 
for my hotel room and get out of Rio! 
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WHAT BEAUTIFUL 
WATERFALLS! 


Luckily, it was the last day of the Carnival. 
The following morning at DAWN, my debts 
were paid and I was free to go. I counted the 
coins I had received as tips for my TERRIBLE 
samba dancing, and it was enough to buy 
an airplane TICKET. I decided to leave 
Rio to LOOK for wild Willie and Maya 
in another place they had talked about: the 
Weuwazu Falls! 

Full of HOPE, I headed to the 
airport and bought a ticket to Foz do Iguacu 
International Airport. Once | arrived there, | 
boarded an OVererowded bus brimming 
with tourists. When we finally got to the 
falls, | was overwhelmed. 
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WHAT BEAUTIFUL & WATERFALLS! 


Holey cheese, what a FABUMOUSE 
sight! The water from the river tumbled 
down from incredible heights, forming 
swirling eddies below. The noise the 
water made was a deafening ROAR. | 
was speechless. For an instant, I again had 
the feeling that I was being watched, and 
I had the distinct impression that someone 
was FOLLOWING me. But when I looked 


closely at the tourists around me, everyone 


looked perfectly normal. Was the clheese 
slipping off my cracker? 





WHAT BEAUTIFUL & WATERFALLS! 


I scrutinized each face in the 
crowds around the falls, hoping 
to find Maya and Wild Willie. 
No luck! I quickly checked the 
parking lot, looking for them 
there. No luck! Then I peeked 

into every store, coffee shop, and souvenir 
stall | could find. NO WOK! 1 even checked 
its WAnHW but ov wasn’t even the 








“Wish a dh I went back to abe pier and 
walked along the FOOTBRIDGE, where 
I could admire the falls a bit more closely. 

I stopped at a lookout point to enjoy the 
beautiful scenery. 

I was just squeaking aloud about the falls 
when someone accidentally bumped into 
me — and I TUMBLED into the water! 

“What beautiful waterfaaaaalls!” 
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Wuat BEAUTIFUL & WATERFALLS! 


The RUSHING current swept me 
under the falls. I tried desperately to get to 
the surface, but as soon as I came up, the 
ENORMOUSE swell of the water pushed me 
right under again with a tremendous 
crashing noise. It sounded like thousands of 
jackhammers drilling at the same time! 

I finally came to the surface, gasping for 
air. | found myself in a calm pool at the foot 
of the FADUS. | bobbed in the water, looked 
around, and saw a boat coming closer to 
rescue me. | was saved! 

I raised my arms and waved them wildly. 

“I’m alive!” I shouted. “I'll be fine! 
Everything is oka —” 

But at that very moment, one of the 
RESCUERS threw a lifesaver at me. It hit 
me on my head so hard it knocked me 
under the water again. 
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WHAT BEAUTIFUL & WATERFALLS! 


@LUBY 


I came up for air and whispered, “Great 
shot!” 
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WHAT Goop LUCK! 


When I came to, I found myself in a hospital 
bed AGAIN! A polite doctor tried to tell me 
something, but IC ouldn’t understand 
anything she was saying! 

Why, why, Oh why hadn’t J learned 
Portuguese! 





* “Como vdo as coisas?” means “How is it going?” 





WHat Goop “Sy Luck! 


Through hand gestures, the doctor made 
me understand I was a very FOPGUNAGE 
mouse: I had survived falling over the Iguazu 
Falls with only an ENORMOUSE bump 
on my head! It could have been MUCH. 
MUCH worse! 

After a few hours, I was discharged from 
the hospital and found myself again roaming 
the SUREETS alone. I was miserable and 
didn’t know what to do. Where were Wild 
Willie and Maya? 

SUDDENLY, I remembered that in the 
plane they had spoken about the Pantanal, 
the largest tropical wetland in the world. 
I even remembered that their friends 
Joao ard Ana lived ona fazenda in the 
Pantanal! Hioley cheese, why didn’t 
I think of it sooner! Wild Willie and Maya 
had to be there! 
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F~ Luck! 





Wuat Goop . 


I went back to the airport to buy a WOKE 
to Cuiaba, the largest city and capital of 
Mato Grosso, the state where the Pantanal 
is located. Unfortunately, I didn’t have 
any more CAS (or my wallet), but | 
had become so GOOD at making myself 
understood with hand gestures that I was 
able to pay for the ticket directly from my 
bank account. 

After a SCARY ride ona sh aky plane, | 
landed in Cuiaba. As soon as I got out of the 
airport, was immediately 4uAroumnded 
by a group of rodents vying to be my tour 
guide. Unfortunately, since all of my cash 
was gone, I had to settle for a lift on a truck 
packed with sheep. And the ride wasn’t 
even free. I had to pay for it with my Watcu: 

The stinky truck full of sheep bounced 
along the Transpantaneira, the long dirt 


50 


WHAT Goop ee Luck! 


road that crosses the Pantanal. The Stench 
was ATROCIOUS:! 

After a couple of miles, the truck driver 
stopped and made me get off. Using hand 
gestures, he made me understand that he 
had ar-raved at his destination, so I had 
to proceed .. . on paw! 

I tried to complain (after all, | had given 
him my WatCH to pay for the ride), but he 


didn’t understand me. 





e~ Luck! 





Wuat Goop * 


Why, why, oh why hadn’t ] learned 
Portuguese! 

So I began walking as the SUA set on 
the highway. I had been walking an hour or 
so, and I was losing hope of ever finding 
the fazenda when I saw a rodent on a horse 
riding toward me. 

He was TALL and STRONG with shiny 
fur and eyes that sparkled. I sputtered 
out some words, trying to make myself 
understood. 

“My name is Stilton, Seronimo CMe,” 
I squeaked. “Fazenda ...Joao...Ana.. 

He laughed 1OWG/y and pointed to 
himself. 

“Thiago!” 

By gestures, I understood he was one of 


9 


Joao and Ana’s friends. He also lived at 


the fazenda. WHat GOOD LUCK! After all 
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WHat Good * Luck! 


my adventures, I couldn’t believe my good 
fortune. Finally, something on this trip was 
going right! 

Thiago helped me up onto the horse behind 
him, and together we RODE to Joao and 
Ana’s. When I was introduced to Ana, I was 
delighted to find she spoke English. I was 
finally able to ask someone for some NE€ws 
about Wild Willie and Maya! 

But to my dismay, my friends were not at 
the fazenda, and Joao and Ana hadn’t heard 
from them, either. | was so DEPRESSED I 
could have cried! 

Ana understood immediately and tried 
to cheer me up by offering a delicious 
¥L° BF she had prepared with her own 
hands: manjar branco*.The WW Hl [ 5 IK [E \u = 
LU (GL f NIE ie; Mal Ll fp pudding immediately 


put me in a good mood! 


* Manyjar branco is coconut pudding, a traditional 
Brazilian dessert. 





MANJAR 






bine the whole milk, coconut Poul sugar, cornstarch, and — 


aden 
ti the mixture thickens, about 15 minutes. Grease a 
ae a drop of oil and pour the puddin Let 










Ingredients for pudding: 
4 cups whole milk 

1 cup coconut milk 

1 cup sugar 

44 cup cornstarch 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 


Ingredients for syrup: 

Y% cup sugar 

4% cup water 

1 cup pitted dried prunes 





“Geronimo, why don’t you stay here for a 
couple of days and PEST?” Ana asked as 
I ate the manjar branco. “You could give us 


a hand with the chores on the fazenda, and 
while you’re at it, you could also LEARN a 
little Portuguese. I’d be happy to teach you. 
And the FRESH @IR and healthy 
living will be good for you!” 





Wuat Goop x ; 


I gladly accepted the invitation. 

“Thank you!” I told Ana. “Actually, ’m 
very tired, and I really must learn some 
Portuguese. And yes, I’m sure the FRESH 
AIR will be good for me!” 

But as usual, I didn’t know what I was in 


tO «> 





a) 

Ba] =D The following 

Vy ~—morning | was 
awakened at dawn to 

... “le milk the cows. | didn’t 

\ know how to do it, so | 


Kick! got a swift kick in the tail! 
ick! 


i bp 4 bane GO 
a ners 


| weeded the garden, 
and a bee stung me 
on the tail! 


| looked for eggs under the 
chickens, but they pecked my 
paws! 





| gathered the oranges in the 
fruit grove, but | fell down the 
ladder and into a patch of poison 
ivy. | couldn’t stop scratching! 


| brushed the horses, “ 


but one stomped on my 
left paw. 


By nightfall | was so exhausted | fell 
asleep on top of a fence... 


So much for fresh air 
and healthy living! 








@ 


VAMoooooos! 


At the fazenda, | learned to appreciate the 
hard work that goes into farming, and the 
beauty of the countryside as well. Thanks 
to Ana, I finally learned a little Portuguese. 
I felt so much more Confident! Armed 
with this knowledge, I was ready to start off 
again in search of Wild Willie and Maya. 

Ana and Thiago suggested I look for them 
in the BOPOro villages in the heart of 
the Pantanal. I told Ana I wanted to leave 
the next day. 

“Before you go, we'd like to take you to 
a restaurant,” she told me. “What do you 
want to EAT?” 

“Well, how about some [oC] food?” | 
suggested. 
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VamMoooooos! 





Ana and Thiago exchanged an ODD look. 

“Are you sure?” Ana asked. “Do you really 
want to taste |O@4] food?” 

I was puzzled. 

“Of course,” I replied. “Why wouldn’t I?” 

They both cheered happily. 

“Then vamos*!” Thiago exclaimed. 

Then they jumped into their M&h~ 
TEMS SES WEMEGEE as if they were 
being chased. I still had my paw on the door 
handle when Ana shifted into gear and took 
off like a ROCKET! -990mm.. 
I clung desperately to 





the handle as we 
sped off. I opened 
my mouth to yell, but 


a MOSQUITO flew in ma Ah>- | : 

and I started coughing ? » ~ es 
i stand way 

nonstop instead. eas aint % an all-terrain 


| clinging for dear 
ar in the middle of the Brazilian , 


1 
le 66 ” “ > ” Vv ee. pook?l sy 
* “Vamos!” means “Let’s go! \ forest at the peginning of ane eee 
Se ain _— 


VamMoooooos! 





Ana’s vehicle Z32,A7ZB 
down the dirt road, which 
was a nightmare of potholes 


and MUD PUDDLES. Holey 


Swiss cheese! I could hear her laughter 





through the window. | ja..- 3.4 
“I love to drive on A1IXt roads!” Ana 
squeaked cheerfully. “Vamoooooo000000s!” 


The radio was blasting samba music and 
the car seemed to SW@Y to the rhythm. I 
finally spotted a restaurant. ? i] 510J Ana | oP 
abruptly stopped in front of it. I flew off the F 
handle of the car, straight into a signpost. I 
hit it with a loud thud! | 





When I climbed down 
from the ) 
realized it read: 

BEWARE, IT BITES! 

I didn’t have time to 
ask for an explanation 
because a short.rodent 
with SINTMY oiled 
WHISKERS pushed me 
inside the restaurant. It 
was ANGON CHeFPat, 
the owner. I noticed he 
surreptitiously winked 
at Ana, and she winked 
back. Then he LOOKED 
me up and down and 
turned to Thiago. 

“Hmm,” he mumbled. 
“Do you think he can?” 





Vamoooooos! 





“HE’S GOT TO!” Thiago answered. 

Anton Chefrat shrugged and mumbled, 
“We'll see... .” 

He shimmied to the kitchen to the rhythm 
of the Samba beat playing on the radio 
and returned with a steaming dish in one 
hand anda § JT PANGE entréc in the other. 

“What did you b PiRG me?” I asked 
curiously. 

“Be quiet and eat!” he ordered. 

So I began EATING as the three of 


them stared at me. 


Here you go... 





VamMoooooos! G 


I felt very embarrassed. 





“Why are you staring at me?” I asked. 
“What am I eating?” 

Anton just grinned. 

“Yummy! Not bad,” I said as I finished 
eating and licked my whiskers. “In fact, it 
was really §JOOd! So tell me: What did | 
eat?” 

“The first dish was J9iv°awa a soup,” 
Anton said with another grin. “And the 
second one was ALLIGATOR tail!” 

I was about to (F#) JNU, but I didn’t have 
a chance. 


“Before you leave, PHOTO ne mec 


"my friends 





must take a keepsake * nul 
exclaimed excitedly as they pgiied me out 
of the restaurant. 

They dragged me to a shop next door. It 
was long and Narrow with lots of glass 
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VAMoooooos! 


display cases along its walls. I thought it 
was an odd place because even though it 
was a store, I couldn’t figure out what it 
sold. The owner, a small and SK?7NN‘Y 
rodent who was constantly laughing, came 
to MEET us. He started a long explanation 
in PORTUGUESE. He spoke very fast, 
so I couldn’t understand a thing. At the end, 
he began giggling and repeating one word. 

“JibOia, jibOia, jiboia!” 

Then he stretched out a hand in one of the 
display cases and took out a HUGE snake. 
It was the lomgeSt snake I had ever 
seen! Frozen feta, so that was the jibdia! 

He placed it around my neck like a 
scarf as everyone talked all at once very 
eXCrteDLY and happily. Then he 


pulled out a camera and took my photo. 


I turned as PALE as a slice of mozzarella. 
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VamMoooooos! & 


“How do you say ‘I’M aBOlt £0 Faint?’ 


in Portuguese?” I asked Ana. 
Finally, after taking about a wullion 
photos, they freed me from the snake! 
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| Won't GET Lost! 


The following day at Dawn, the time 
came for me to leave and continue the search 
for Wild Willie and Maya. Thiago and Ana 
explained how to get to the Bororo 
village deep in the Pantanal. Then they 
pointed to it on my Hag). It looked very 
simple and straightforward, and it wasn’t 
too far from where we were. I figured | 
could walk there in only a few hours. 

I said my thanks and farewells to my 
friends. 

“Geronimo, are you sure you'll be able to 
find the [R@LAD to the village?” Ana asked 
with a serious face. 

“Of course,” I replied. “I’ll be there before 


NIGHTFALL!” 
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I Won’t < Get Lost! 


“But are you sure you won't get lost?” 
Thiago asked. “The RAINY season has 
just ended and some paths may still be 
underwater. You might get Cen sect ” 

“Of course I won’t get lost!” I replied. “I 
have the map you gave me, and it looks very 
SHMIUPITEY 

They just SAOOK their heads. 

“Well, just be sure not to be in the Pantanal 
after sunset,” Ana warned. “It’s DANGEROUS!” 

“IT won't get lost,” I replied confidently. 
“I’m very CONFIDENT!” 

I said good-bye and walked 
boldly down the path 
leading into the Pantanal. 
I had really become an 
Adventurous mouse! 
Wild Willie and Maya 
would be so proud of me! 
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I Won’tT J Get Lost! 


I entered the FOREST, 
and every so often stopped 
to check the road on the 
map. There were all sorts of amazing 
MULTICOLORED birds all around me. 
I decided to take a few PHOT °§ to show 
my dear nephew Benjamin when I got home. 





I was so taken by everything that I didn’t 
notice the SW beginning to set. In no 
time at all, I found myself alone in the dark 
in th M@ art of the forest. It was 
exactly what Ana had told me to §)\YOUD! 

Only then did I understand how foolish 
I had been. I had been overconfident in my 
abilities, and I hadn't listened to those 
who loved me and had tried to warn me. As 


it got darker, TERBIF YING sounds filled 
the NIGH 





| air, | 
I took refuge under a tree and began to sob. 
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I Won’T < Get Lost! 


“T got lost!” I wailed. “I’m aloooooooone! 
I was so foolish!” 

It was USe]eSS. No one could hear me. | 
would have to spend the night alone in the 
Wile forest. 


But then a second later, the foliage 
around the tree parted. A tiny face with a 


CUAIREDULS expression peeked out 


from between two leaves. 








c 4 [she é 
w { iN) 


My NAME Is Co.ipri! 


The face belonged to a tiny mouselet. She 
wore a necklace of Sl#iray red-and- 
black berries, and MULTICOLORED 
feathers were woven throughout her fur. Her 

eyes peered at me with a sincere 


and honest gaze. 





My Name Is Wy Co_Lisri! 


She spoke to me in a language I didn’t 
understand. When she saw my puzzled 
CXPLEDSDIGN, she repeated it in Portuguese, 
and I understood. 

“My name is Colibri.” 

I smiled and replied in Portuguese. 

“O meu nome € Stilton, Serontimo 
Stilton\” 

Ana’s LESSONS sure had come in 
handy! Colibri smiled again and invited 
me to follow her. She started down a long 
path that took us DEEPER into the 
forest. We walked through the dense foliage 
by the light of the POON as my new 
friend proudly explained the secrets of that 
extraordinary natural habitat. 

We walked and walked until we came to a 
small village in a clearing. It was very QUIET, 
and everyone was sleeping peacefully. 
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THE PANTANAL is the largest tropical 
wetland in the world. Most of it lies within 


the Brazilian states of Mato Grosso and Mato 
Grosso do Sul. The name Pantanal comes from 
the Portuguese word pantano, which means 
swamp or marsh. During the rainy season in the 
Pantanal, the forest is almost fully submerged 
in water! A great variety of animal and plant 
species live in the Pantanal, making it one of 
the richest ecosystems in the world. For this 
reason, the Pantanal is considered a UNESCO 
World Heritage Site. 





My Name Is ieey ~Co_ipri! 





“Come out, everybody!” Colibri suddenly 
shouted. “Geronimo has arrived!” 
mice began to emerge from 
the leaf-woven huts. They looked at me 
CUR 1PUSLY. I noticed that all were either 
very young or very old mice. How 09€@! 
Where were the adult rodents of the village? 
A wise-looking elderly rodent came toward 


ymin 
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aul t ii ih 





My Name Is Wy CoLisrRi! 


“We have been waiting for you, 
Geronimo!” he exclaimed. 

“You were waiting for me?” I asked, 
surprised. “Really? Why?” 

“We have been waiting for you!” he 
repeated. “You are Geronimo, Wild Willie’s 
friend, correct?” 

“Is Wild Willie here?” I asked excitedly. 

“No, but several days ago I received a 
LeySLER from him saying you’d come 
to help us,” he told me. “That’s why we’ve 
been waiting for you.” 

Iwas PY4GLED. How could I help 
these mice? I asked for an explanation. 

The old rodent led me to a spring of 
CéLLEZ\) water and began his story. 

“Our people have lived in fREOAE since 
the dawn of time. And since the dawn of 
time, our people have guarded our most 
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My Name Is Wy Co_Lisri! 


precious Epearsure: The Heart of 
Light. It is a crystal shaped like a h@Qrt that 
emits the purest and most marvelous light. 
Unfortunately news of this wonderful crystal 
reached the ears of Jake Darkmouse. He’s 
a dishonest rodent who’s the leader of a 
band of ruffians. He and the scoundrels who 
work for him @/zoy down trees in the 
forest to sell the wood. They replace nature 
with CONCRETE streets and buildings!” 

“What happened to the Heart of Ligh a 
I asked anxiously. 

“One sad day, Jake Darkmouse came and 
asked to buy the CRYSTAL. He wanted to 
break it into PEE®@ES to make souvenirs 
for tourists. We refused to sell it to him 
because the Heart of Light is part of our 
traditions.” 

“Jake Darkmouse didn’t give up,” the 
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The Bororo people are one of many indigenous populations in 
Brazil. The Bororo live in the state of Mato Grosso in villages that 
are made up of houses arranged in concentric circles. In their 
language, Bororo means “village court” or “round village.’ At the 
center of each village, there’s a place where sacred ceremonies 
are held. This place is called Baito, which means “house of men.’ 
The Bororo typically adorn themselves with splendid multicolored 
headgear made of feathers. 





My Name Is wy CoLiBRi! 


rodent continued with tears in his eyes. 
“One night he and his thugs arrived with 
an ENORMOUSE helicopter, and they 
stole the crystal! They CAPTURED 
the rodents of the village who were trying 
to defend the Heart of Light. Darkmouse 
now keeps them as PR!SOMERS, forcing 
them to cut down trees!” 

“How terrible!” I exclaimed. “Now | 
understand why your village is made up of 
only older mice and very young mouselets.” 

He nodded and then continued his story. 

“A few weeks ago, I a letter 
to my old friend Wild Willie and asked 
for his help. He has come to our defense 
several times before when we were faced 
with INJUSTICE. He replied and told 
me he would send you: a mouse named 


GERONIMO.” 
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My Name Is Wy CoLisri! 


He looked at me carefully. 

“You must be a mouse who’s VERY strong, 
VERY cunning, VERY courageous, and also 
VERY adventurous. Jake Darkmouse and his 
henchmice are VERY, VERY bad rodents!” 
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Don’ T HAMMER 
THAT Mouse! 


I tried to correct my new friend. 

“Thate to DISAPPOINT you, but I’m neither 
strong nor cunning,” I told him SHeeprsHnLy. 
“And I’m not at all adventurous! Most of 
all, ’m not CQURAGEBUS! In fact, I’m 
a real scaredy-mouse.” 

“Don’t be so MODESE!” answered the 
elderly mouse. “Wild Willie told us you 
would deny it, but I know the truth.” He 
winked at me. “I know you’re the boldest, 
bravest mouse on Earth!” 

What could I do? He didn’t believe me! 

The rodent called Colibri over, and she 
showed me to an empty hut and wished me 


agood night. 
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Unfortunately, it was not a good night at 
all. It was the custom of the rodents in the 
village to sleep in hammocks. But when 
I tried to lay in mine, it flipped UPSiDe 
DOWN): I fell and bruised my tail. 

Only after many painful tries did | 
finally figure out how it worked. In fact, once 
I got the hang of it, it was very COMFERTABLE! 
But unfortunately, I still couldn’t Sleep. 
I kept thinking of what the wige ofd mouse 
had said. I couldn’t understand why Wild 
Willie had told him I was COURAGEOUS. But | 
had to Ae&e my new friends. I was their last 
hope, and I couldn’t DISAPPOINT them! 
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Don’t HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


At dawn, I gathered up my courage, said 
my good-byes, and headed in search of Jake 
Darkmouse and the Heart of Light. 

Before leaving, I took Colibri aside. 

“lll do the best I can, but I’m not sure Ill 
succeed,” I whispered to her. “You’ve got to 
know I’m not what you think Iam...]M 
Just an Ordinary mouse!” 

She smiled at me. 

“Here’s my advice,” she said. “Have 
FAITE: You'll see that the FOPESt 
always helps those who DEFEND her!” 

With those words in my heart, I entered 
the forest NOWE. I roamed for three days 
but found nothing. I got more tired 
and HOPELESS as I went. Then | 
remembered Colibri’s advice. 

“I could use some help,” I whispered. 

Nothing happened. So I raised my voice 
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Don’t HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


and repeated myself. 

“I could use some HELP!” | said. 

When nothing happened, I screamed as 
loud as I could. 

“I really need heeeeeeeelp! Please help 
meeeeeeee!” 

An instant later, something TUGGED 
on my sleeve. I turned and saw a monkey. It 
seemed to be pointing to a path in the forest. 

Amazed, I began to wal along the path. 
When I came to a crossroad, I saw a tapir. 
It seemed to be pointing to the lef€ with 
its snout, so I turned to the left. After * 






walking a bit farther, | was sure I was 
lost. But then I saw a MULTICOLORED 
butterfly swoop in close. It fluttered 
its wings and moved toward a road. 


I began walking down the road, and 
a WEELSLOW armadillo crossed in 
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Don’t HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


front of me, forcing me to 
bear right. Then a jaguar 
appeared before me and 
gave me a huge slap with 
its paw, putting me back 
on the right track: 

I continued on until 
sunset, when I heard 
a tremendous metallic Noise. I hid in 
the shrubs and peeked out into a clearing 





in the woods. I gasped. I was speechless! 
Bulldozers and tractors were uprecting 
trees, and an enormouse GLIMMERING 


i. 
crystal sat in the center of theclearing. .. 





Suddenly, a large parrot landed Ea 


S 
rd 


‘wm xe ge” 
, nu XC 
crerrystal crreerrystal, crrerrry stal,’ aa 
< a a 
o 


on a branch above my head. Fy 


¢ 
e 


84 





Don’T HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


Then it disappeared into the forest. I was 
left hidden in the foliage, unsure of what 
to do. I peered into the clearing again, and 
singled out the mouse who seemed to be 
the boss. It had to be Jake Darkmouse! 
Holey cheese, I was SCARED just looking 
at him! 

Then he spoke. 

“I am personally going to be the first to 
break this huge crystal,” he said 
loudly. “ll use the first piece to make myself 
a souvenir keychain! Hee, hee, hee!” 

He grabbed a huge HAMMER. 

“Go, boss! Go, boss! Go, boss!” everyone 
around him chanted. 

He wound up and was about to take a 
HUGE swing with the hammer. I had to 
do something! I had to defend the Heart of 
Light. no matter what! I put my fears aside, 
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Don’T HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


jumped out of the bush, and ran toward the 
CRYSTAL, throwing myself on top of it. 
“You'll have to go through me to get to 
this CRYSTAL!” I cried. 
I closed my eyes and waited. Suddenly, | 
heard a deep voice. 
“Everyone, stop! ” the voice shouted. 
My eyes flew open. I knew that squeak! It 


was Wtld Wile: 


It was really him, in the fur. He did a karate 





Don’t HAMMER R THAT Mouse! 


move as he YELLED 

at Jake Darkmouse. 
“Don’t hammer that 
MOUSE!” he cried. “I 
mean, don’t hammer that 

CRYSTAL!” 

Maya appeared behind 
Wild Willie. Before I could 
get over my surprise, she took out her whip 
and yanked the MAMNNEPF out of Jake 


Darkmouse’s hand! 





Behind Maya, I saw a group of Bororos. 
It was the young mice from the village! 
Wild Willie and Maya 

had freed them! Jake 

Darkmouse realized he 
was surrounded. 
“We give up!” he said. 







“You won!” 
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Don’T HAMMER KR THAT Mouse! 


“I saw the whole thing,” Maya told me. 
“Geronimo, you were so brave!” 

“Th-thank you,” I stammered. My snout 
turned PUPP[2 with embarrassment. Then 
I took a step backward and tripped over my 
own paws! How mortifying! 








You CAME BACK 
ALIVE, STILTON! 


I returned to the village with Wild Willie 
and Maya, who carried the [1 " Ligh 
When we arrived, Colibri ran out to 
GREECE us. 
“Geronimo is back!” she shouted. “And 
Wild Willie and Maya are here, too! They 
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You CAME BAcK V\/Y ALIVE, STILTON! 


have the Heart of Light! HOORAY!” 

The head of the village came toward me 
and thanked us FORMALLY. 

“HOORAY for Geronimo!” everyone shouted. 
“HOORAY for Wild Willie! HOORAY for Maya!” 

Wild Willie, Maya, and I spent a few more 
days in the village, but soon it was time for 
us to go. 

I bid my FAREWELL to my new friends. 

“Thank you for everything,” I told them 
in Portuguese. “I will never farget you. 
Come visit New Mouse City! I’ll be happy 
to HOST you in the same wonderful way 
you hosted me!” 

During our flight home, I went over all 
the Portuguese words and expressions I 
had learned during my imcredible 
adventure. When the flight attendant wished 
me a good trip, I answered her in perkect 


hl 


va 
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Portuguese. Ana’s lessons had really made 


me look good! 

When the plane landed in New Mouse 
City, my family was there to greet us — 
my sister Thea, my cousin Trap, and my 
dear little nephew Benjamin. Obviously, 
Bruce was there as well. He gave me his 
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usual CRUSHING, bear hug. 

“Welcome home, Chessthtad!” he 
exclaimed. 

Wild Willie and Bruce exchanged a 
knowing GLANCE. 

“Incredible!” Bruce said as he smoothed 
his whiskers. “The greenhorn came back 
aliVE! Go figure!” 

I was proud of myself. 

“If you only knew all the adventures | 
lived through!” I told Bruce. “They were 
extremely ADVENTUROUS adventures! 
You wouldn’t believe me if I told you! 
Unfortunately, I don’t even have a single 
photo... .” 

Bruce winked at me. 

“Don’t worry about that, Cheesehead!” he 
said. “Here are the photos!” 

“But... but... who took them?” | 
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stammered, “I was alone the entire time!” 


Bruce knocked playfully on my head. 


“Hello, is anybody there?” he asked. 
“Haven't you figured it out yet? You were 
NEVEP alone: Maya and Wild Willie were 
with you all along!” 
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EXTREMELY 
DVENTUROU 
ADVENTURES 









Posing for a photo 
with a jiboia! 






Hiking toward 
the Pantanal! 
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Spending time 
with new friends! 


Saving the 
Heart of 
Light! 





KNOCK, KNOCK, 
ANYBODY [THERE? 


I was stunned. Had all of my adventures 
been organized by my friends? 

“But | — I mean, you — that is, we —” I 
stammered. 

Bruce 4 QOC RED on my head again. 

“Knock, knock, anybody there?” he asked. 
“We abandoned you on purpose so 
you could survive all on your own. You 
danced the samba, lived through the falls, 
ate piranha soup, and hada HU®C SNAKE 
around your neck! Aren’t you at least a tiny 
bit grateful?” 

Wild Willie chuckled as he stroked his 
whiskers. 

“With all the effort we put in, of course 
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you should be thankful! A Pookie like 
you could never have gotten such beautiful 
ADVENTURE photos all by himself! If I 
hadn’t taken your wall —” 

Bruce cut him off with a sharp elbow to 
the ribs. 

‘Shhhhhhhhhhhhh?” 
Maya scolded him. 

Suddenly, everything was LEWIS to me. 

“You took my wallet and left me stranded 
in a FOPCIGN country!” I shouted. “How 
could you do that to me? Some FRIENDS 
you are!” 

Bruce SLAPPED me on the shoulder. 

“Yep, Cheesehead, that’s right!” he 
said with a chuckle. “And that makes us 
some of the best friends you'll ever 
have! We worked hard to make sure your 


CHALLENGES would be more exciting!” 
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KNock, KNOCK, we ANYBODY THERE? 


Maya opened her laptop and turned the 
screen toward me. 

“Check it out, Geronimo,” she said. “Your 
new Mousebook page is up!” 

The site appeared on the screen, full of 
the adventurous photos of me that my 
friends had taken during my trip. I also 
saw the comments that were beginning to 
POUR in from all over Mouse Island. They 
were from freiends and relatives, 





KNocK, KNOCK, we ANYBODY THERE? 


and from RODENE€S who had read my 
books. 

“Congratulations, Geronimo!” 

“Well done, G!” 

“I didn’t know that you could be so 
courageous, Geronimo!” 

And: “You’re really an ADVENTUROUS 
mouse, Geronimo!” 

A little while later, my cell phone began 
to I 129. My friends were all calling to 
compliment me on my incredible 
adventure! 

I turned to my travel companions. 

“Thank you for all you have done for me,” 
I said sincerely. “I know you did it with the 
best INGENEIONS in the world, even if at 
the moment I didn’t understand it. The 
result is AMAZING! My new Mousebook 


page is so much more BX C/TING. and 
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bold than my bor ing old one! And thanks 
to all of you, I’ve discovered a 
country and made fabuma WSe@ new 


friends! This was a trip I'll never forget!” 
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Go FIGURE! 


It was then I decided to write a Book 
about my Brazilian AGVENGUPE. It’s the 
book you’re reading right now. I hope you 
like it! 

Soon after the book was published, | 
received a phone call from the FAMOUSE 
Brazilian film director O(CAR MOUGO! 

“Senhor Geronimo, | read your book and 
I liked it @ Ut. You showed what an 
adventurous country Brazil is!” 

I thanked him for the gemeraus 
compliment. 

“So, Senhor Geronimo, what do you say 
about having the LEADIN® ROLE ina 
film based in Brazil?” 

I was shocked. 
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“But... but... I’m not an actor!” I replied. 

“Even better, Senhor Geronimo, even 
better!” he said with a chuckle. “I want 
YOU , only you, and just you, because you 
are a very MOIRMAL mouse who became 
a very adventurous mouse!” 

And that’s how I ended up BACK in 
Brazil filming a movie! The bes® part 
was that I got to see all my Brazilian friends 
again. When the film was done, there was 
a screening in New Mouse City. It was 
incredibly SUCCESSFUL! 


I learned so many things from my 






adventure in Brazil. First of all, 
I leaned that sometimes 
an unfortunate event can 
turn out to be extremely « 
fortunate! If I hadn’t been left 
in Rio penniless, I never would 


Oscar Mous© 
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> Figure! 





have gotten to dance the Samba during 
Carnival! And I also learned that nothing is 
IMPOSSIBLE with the help of true friends. 
What would I have done without all those 
rodents who welcomed me with so much 
WARMTH and hospitality? 
Finally, I realized that real danger is not 
finding oneself with a snake around one’s 
neck, but living a boring, monotonous life 
without ever trying anything NIEW! 
Luckily, I have some of the BEST 
friends in the world. Bruce 
/— Hyena, Wild Willie, and Maya 
‘~~ knew what I needed even 







better than I did — an amazing 
adventure! Thanks for reading all 


about my FABUMOUSE trip to 


Brazil, and I’ll see you next time! 
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" Dear mouse friends, 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It’ll be another wk isker-lickifg-e0od 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 
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Who issGeronimo Stilton? 
That’s me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven- 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
City, the capital of Mouse Island, my 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are_ whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that’s a promise! 











THER RUMBLE IN THE 
JUNGLE 

|, Geronimo Stilton, was off to the 
wildest part of Brazil — the Amazon 
jungle! | ended up on a hunt for a rare 
crystal treasure, which was stolen 
from a native tribe in the heart of 
the forest. I'd encountér alligators, 
snakes, piranhas, and other dangers 
on my way. Holey cheese! What 

an adventure! 

Mae 
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